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SAUCY FLAPPER: When | get to Heaven | mean to ask old Shakespeare if he wrote all his old plays, 


SANDWICHMAN: But if he isn’t there? 
SAUCY FLAPPER: Then you ¢an ask him, Old thing: 
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THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


PAGE TWO 


Blas, Braseo Metal Polish, etc. easily | do it—and what a shine! 


the 

1. It is easy to mix. “ 
2. It does not stick to the tren. > ie. 

8. It contains the gloss. bh 
4. Itcan be used for all purposes - > 

for which Starch is needed, - 

Use 
e\X 1 
-YHIS IS ROBIN ‘ 
: ra 
ZEBO— STARCH 1 ie 
uF and you bon omnes a oe as, 
a -y advantages for yourself, > 
The Liquid Grate Polish eee tae ie oaks ON ss 
in a Sprinkler Tin—which RECKITT & SONS, LTD. HULL. ao pts: 
. ; : . Ma Zebo id Grate P. . % 
1S satisfying the desire of Bedi. tee oe Rick on € - 
British Housewives for a w\. 
quicker way of polishing =A | * 
their stoves and grates. The s 
polish comes quickly—lasts Fe 
long—and is intensely black, in 
Be 
i | . % 
lid Ii ae ae 
Liquid Grate Polish J 
q This is the polish | iy: 
EASY, QUICK & CLEAN for you. i 
7° Seger or ee 
; ‘ prejudiced, but just let m is 1 
RECKITT & SONS, LTD. any piece of metal otk a ae | a 
Mahere of Robin Starch, Rechitt’s house, and see how quickly and | . 
} q 
| 


RECKITT & SONS, LTD., HULL & LONDON. 
Makers of Zebra Grate Polishes, el¢- 


ATS MD YI CTURMEY & ARCHED 
Asl(@veesy. JIMPEED > GEA: 

and keep ay , 

your youth, 
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Fieace mention (his paper when reptying te advertise 
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IN THE SHADOW OF F gail a Oe. @ 
THE SPHINX. (BLS LS 
SEE PAGE FOUR. Bz” Ys x 


Ts 
DrRIETORS, “Tue SLOPERIES,” 
RT, Freer STREET, LONDON, 


fia show Cards and Comtenis Bills will be sent poot free 
(the, SWeagenis on application, Reading Cases, free of 


8¢, to Hotels, Restaurants, etc. 


' ? Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be 
} | «© “turned, must enclose a stamped enveiope large enough 
: © contain the contributions submitted. nder no 
_. Sther conditions will attention be given to work sent 
( ® on approval. Do not enclose loose stamps. 
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"WOMAN. 
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Bou woman! I adore you, love you, and—curse 
— 
F.2), Waylayer of lonely hearts, that you are, perverter 
nf a Seducer of unsophisticated youths that you be, 
. Bayer of idealistic illusions concerning your sex 
i a lts goodness—what good are you to man —what 
Wit are you to yourselves —how could we get on 
: q Sut you 
Wj For the matter of that, how could we “get off”’ 
7} thout you —? 
Y 4 
3 What a life you lead the aged and deserving 
y Dh, telors, and what a life the aged and deserving 
Sie helors lead you—if they only get the chance. 
A ™® How I marvel at you! Nothing you do is too 
) tl for my praise, though my praise is always too 
) “ll for your deed and liking. 
You merry little widows of seventeen, you dar- 
© little flappers of thirty-five, you toothless “ole 
Ts,” and even you severe old matrons with your 
tT ‘ree petticoats-and features like a yard of pink- 
Bia, tripe, I love you all—oh, when, tell. me’ when, 
1 ® they going to shoot you? 
a. And to think, dear souls, that a woman is as 
I ‘Ne, as she thinks she is and as bad as man makes 


y Tin 


i Bag oe. again, to think that man is as bad as he 
at, ©s himself and as good as a woman thinks him 
what a world of deluders! 

And to hope that “trust women” are just wo- 
ie a, when all the time they are just women you 
{ thet trust no further than you hoped, And yet 
 %, 2X again, sweet friends, that all women are good 
Bay, uncertain extent, and that they leave the 
4 lus beyond that to the devil to fill up. 


Yon, lish woman! I have nothing but praise for 
a l. Most of you who aspire to become good forget 

¥o,-Vment and are bigoted instead. Others amongst 
\ te become bigoted first, then good, and, finally, 
stembering enjoyment, blase- But, still, there 
Nike few left. who remember bold, bad, and good 
Rk ue and sin, are just bad enough -not to be too 


its,” and just good enough to be called respectable, 


4 

j th Ah, you females! Ido not understand thee since 
4.2 Understandeth not thyselves. Give me some- 
| 28 tangible, something I can grasp, kick to 
| re €s, inwardly digest and sip with relish (yes, 
Bn. and cheese will do, George—and two pints of 
| Phy and anyone who likes, philosopher or 
Sem, 4nthropist, I don’t care who or what can have 
Tj PAD! women, wine and slow horses are the only 
 “astays of this country. 


Dear woman! how I love her—curse her! 


ai. Jor 


. ; NOT IN THE WRONG PLACE. 


“} Weg, osephine is so queer! 
¥ mourning.” : 
' | Does she give any reason?” 
thy Yes; she says she doesn’t intend to act as if she 
“ht her husband had gone to the bad place.” 


She isn’t going to 
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GIRLS ONE. SEES. 


THE CHORUS PET. 
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RHYMES OF THE TIMES. 


BY OUR “HALF-HOLIDAY” RHYMSTER. 


—— 


WHILE THE DANCE GOES ON, 
From the tight-circled hall, through the dazzling 
throng, 
Hand in hand we had noiselessly gone; 
And hushed were the echoes of dance and of song 
As we stood on the terrace alone. 


No sound, save the splash of the fountain was heara, 
Which murmur’d its lullaby there 

To the leaves of the jessamine, languidly stirr’d 
By the kiss of the love-laden air. 


The moonbeams fell with a light caress, 
And played, with a tender grace, 

On the quivering sheen of her snowy dress 
And the calm of her exquisite face, 


In silence | watched, as the waters fell 
With a musical murmuring sound; 

Not daring, not dreaming to loosen the spell, 
Or profane the enchanted ground, 


She stood like a creature of Heavenly birth, 
With a mission of love to fulfil— 

A spirit removed from the sorrows of earth, 
And above all mortal ill. 


As | gazed on her, faintly she whispered my name 
And said low, while my breath came thick: 

‘‘| have eaten too much of poulet a creme, 
And think | am going to be sick.” 


READ 
A MINING CAMP. 


STORY. 


SEE PAGE TWELVE. 


‘“*] HAVE A SONG TO 
SING, HO!’’ 


By “THE BARD.” 


LOVE’S RETREAT. 


All levers want a cosy retreat! 

Where they can bill and coo and bleat— 
And enjoy all the rapture and bliss 
Of a fond and lingering kiss. 

Oh! let’s help them to find this cosy retreat! 


Lovers must have a cosy retreat! 
Somewhere comfy where they can meet, 
Where a small hand that is cold, 
Can be warmed by a passionate hold, 
That’s what can be done in a cosy retreat! 


Lovers must have a cosy retreat— 
Somewhere better than ’bus or street! 
Where a fine sturdy knee 
Can support a slim’ she— 
For this they must have a cosy retreat! 


All lovers want a cosy retreat! 

More private than restaurants where they meet, 
Somewhere than, when the girl grows bolder 
She can rest her head upon his shoulder. 

This can’t be done, save in cosy retreat! 


All lovers want ‘a cosy retreat! 
Where no one will watch them when they greet, 
And where they can press lip to lip, 
And cling to each other with fervent grip— 
For that’s what they do in a cosy retreat! 


of 


NOT KILT INTIRELY. 

‘A story is told of two Irishmen who were caught 
asleep one night in the loft of a burning building. 
One of them’ hastily drew on ‘his trousers and 
jumped from the window. In his fright and hurry 
he had unconsciously pulled on the garment wrong 
side foremost, with an effect which, when here- 
covered his equilibrium after the jump, excited his 
profound consternation. 

“Pat! Pat!’ called out his companion, still in © 
the loft, “air ye kilt intirely?’’ 

“No, Moike,” replied Pat, in hopeless tones, “ it’s 
not kilt Oi am, me b’ye, but I fear me Oi'm fatally 
twishted !’’ 


M&K 
a haat There’s a wedding at our church to- 


PEARL: Indeed. 
RUBY: Oh, yes! 


And have you boon invitoc? 
| happen to be the bride. 


PAGE FOUR 


“WE must get to the Obelisk as quickly as pos- 
sible,” said Ina. ‘‘The hieroglyphics are so much 
clearer just before they are entirely in the shadow.” 

We quickened our steps as we hurried along the 
Thames Embankment. 

“You know I am not so interested in hiero- 
glyphics,” I said smiling. ‘‘Not so interested as 
I am in—enigmas”—she looked up quickly—‘“‘in 
you, for instance.” 

She turned away. 

“Hurry,” she said. 
sure.” 

When at last we faced the eastern side of the 
needle the shadows in the markings made them deep 
and distinct, 

“On\the other side the inscriptions have been 
somewhat effaced by time and exposure,” the ex- 
plained. ‘‘ These are more interesting.” 


“We are late now, I’m 


We rested on the seats while she indicated some 
of the different characters and translated them, 
Her cheeks burned with enthusiasm. 

“What a strange girl you are, Ina!” I com- 


SY =e SOF ay 
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is true. It would be beautiful if it were. We will 
go there.” 

“Later, Ina,” I protested. ‘‘The air is so fine 
—let us enjoy ita little, We can call as we return.” 

She rose resignedly, and we walked leisurely 
away. I endeavoured to lead her round to the 
subject nearest my heart. But she seemed silent— 
almost inattentive. Yet she had never opposed my 
suit. She had been only indifferent, 

We went into the Embankment Gardens, passed 
a little fountain, and, pausing, drank out of a small 
hunting-cup I carried. A step farther on we found 
a rustic seat. Here we rested, and I spoke ear- 
nestly to Ina of my love for her. I fancied that 
a tender look had come into her face, and encou- 
raged by it I urged her to give me some assurance 
of regard, 

It was very peaceful there, and we were shut in 
by overhanging boughs. Presently I took her hand. 
As I did ‘so a queer-looking beetle dropped from 
the branches above and clung tightly to my sleeve. 
Ina gave a faint cry of surprise. 


ty m\H/ 
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REGGIE (appealingly, after umpteenth attempt of his Company Commander to hit the ball): Now 


then, really old thing— why don’t you give it a miss? 


plained. “You care more for the myths of the 
past than the realities of the present.” 

She did not seem to hear. 

“Or for dreams of the future,’ I added in a 
whisper. 

She looked straight at the obelisk and said 
nothing. Her profile against. the foliage beyond 
startled me, 

I had not noticed before how perfectly Egyptian 
it was. I was going to refer to this, but some- 
thing in her.manner made me hesitate. 
she spoke. 

“T have always had an inclination for these 
things,’ she said earnestly. ‘I cannot remember 
when it began. ‘“ My father encouraged it and 
helped me.” She pointed to the scarred monument 
that was now in the shadow and dark against the 


May ceky. “It is called Cleonatra’s Needle,” she 
continued, “ but it dates much earlier. I? is said to 
have been built in honour of a princess of the six- 


It has been also said that her 
I hope it 


teenth dynasty. 
nummified, remains are in, the Museum, 
. 


Presently 


Recollect, you’ve only ten days’ leave. 


“Oh!” she said, “how strange. It looks exactly 
like—I. believe it is, really-—” 

“What is it, Ina?” I asked pettishly. ‘‘Some 
new and wonderful specimen of the insect tribe?” 

“No,” she answered wonderingly; “an old one— 
a Scarabaeus—the sacred Heart Scarab of Egypt!”’ 

“Impossible; Ina!’ I laughed. ‘Your enthu- 
giasm deceives you.” 

“No, no! It is a Scarab! I am sure of it!” 
she insisted. ‘The old emblem of reincarnation— 
of eternal life. Don’t let it escape! Catch it!” 

The strange insect had started to crawl away. 
I have an inherited horror of all reptiles and 
beetles. but what would I not do for Ina? I seized 
the creature firmly with my thumb and fingers and 


held it fast. Suddenly I felt a sharp pain that 
shot up my arm like fire. I dropped the thing with . 
a@ cry: 


“Ah! it has bitten me.” 
Ina looked startled and concerned. 
“Where?” she cried. ‘‘ Let me see!” 


I turned my thumb towards her. There were 


guy 7, 9% 


* - ~ . from tbe 
two fthinute drops of blood issuing as ips 


punctures of a needle. My arm was sbe 
numb with pain, I must have been pale, foF 
looked at me keenly. 

“Give me the cup quick! 
water!” 

I remember handing her the little hunt 
and of seeing her hasten away. Then # 4 J 
weariness seemed to weigh upon my lids 4 ret 
plunged into darkness. A moment later I recove 
consciousness and opened my eyes. ino” 

Ina waa standing before me. No, not Ina~ 
firte, the Egyptian! " 

I was seated by the gates of a ruined veal 
Above us the waving palms. Beyond them the ing 
balt sky of Egypt. Far away, across a shim” 
waste of brown sand, the Sphinx gazed out ph 
desert as it had done for more than a tho® 
years. otic? 

Even in my wretchedness I could not but ® wa? 
the rare setting it all made for Ino-firte. 
attired in the royal dress of her rank. H 


me 
I will get you 
ing-ouP 


tiful she was! She came a step closer. «“] 
“Do not urge me farther,” she pleaded. pot 
am already bowed low with my burden. gor 


makes our parting harder. I have only come ia 
the last time to tell you. I have prayed © ~ 
our sweet Isis, to show me a way by which I ™ ye 
cleave to you. Ta you whose people have destr ig 
her sacred temples, and brought slavery 2” ‘i 
grace upon our Egypt. 1 have prayed to her cet? 
made rare sacritices—but she is silent. A prayer” 
of Egypt may not wed with the Hyksos—the ou 
herds. My hand would wither if I gave it 0 7 
my love become as venom!”’ to 

I ventured to protest, but she motioned me 
silence. nigh* 

“Do not speak. I cannot bear it. To 
I shall pray to the Sphinx for peace—forgetfw? 
a plage where I may hide myself apart and He ine 
a princess of Egypt, who have loved one itr 
hated race and am willing to die because 
And when I am dead you will stand by MY 
and know that I was faithful. Ana when } “) 
wrapped in sweet balms and spices for the es 
chre, you will bring the sacred Scarabaeu9 ji? 
place it upon my heart. Through it we shall Liv 
again—somewhere—some time—the years of wos 
may be long, but they will pass, and perhaP® 
the gods will be more kind.” 

Her arms were about my neck for a 
Then she slipped from my embrace and I could 


follow her. - 
* . * . * 


Night in Egypt. The heavens swarming ye 
stars, and the desert flooded with moonlight: — yo 
white sand sinks away from my foot, maki®® of 
sound. I hasten onward toward the plending |i. 
desert and sky, to where, outlined against the rift 
zon, those serene features stare out over the 
ing sands of centuries. 

Ino-firte is there. She has said that t@ ob 
she will go there te pray, To all else I a™ 
vious—blind. My feet are winged, yet the até 
seems long. By-and-bye I step into a field of anor 
My footsteps slacken—pause. I am in the sb 
of the Sphinx. pe’ 

I creep closer and listen. From betwee? oil! 
great stone paws comes a low sound. It is the 0 
of Ino-firte, praying: The words arise cleat 
distinct on the still moonlit air. poet 

“Oh! Sphinx,” she moans. “Thou wh? "of 
looked down upon our Egypt for a thousand ¥ use 
Thou who hast remained for ever changeless th™ w? 
our glory and our shame! Who didst penold asd’ 
sweet infancy—my happy girlhood—look dow? io” 
pity me to-night in my sorrow! And, ol! “ p 
if thou hast the power, I pray thee to Ben" send 
peace! Forgetfulness! If thou wilt—death! py 
me oblivion, oh! Sphinx, but take not away gus 
love! Let it but smoulder in my sensele%? ak 
till the light of some far-off sunrise shall reaw 
this stricken life!” 

The voice dies away. ory 

I creep closer, There is a faint startled pa 
from the supplicant. Again I pause. Be eo 
heard me. No, for she is praying again. , 


pis 


Li 


“Oh! Sphinx,” she cries joyously, “swiftlY ar 
thou answered my prayer! I thank thee! 
thee!’’ and 
What can she mean? TI wait breathlesl¥ ow 
listen, but there is only a faint sigh. TheD Oe 
name mingled with that of Isis. 1 step foF™ 
I cannot bear it. ( 
“ Ino-firte!” tp? 
Suddenly I start back: quickly. 
shadow of her hare arm are two wavering 


(Cantinued on pare fifteen.) 
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IANAGER: Now, little boy, why don't you g® home ana nave your tea? IN HIGH SOCIETY. 
MALL BOY: | ain't in hany ‘urry, guv’nor, We've got comp’ny, and : 3 
ain't enough cups. LADY MAUD: Is young De Ponsonby still paying attention to your sister? 
j LADY GWENNY: Gracious, no! They’re Married now, and move in the 
highest circles. , : ; 


Ma WHERES 
THAT DARN 
MATCRET ? 


A GivE 
re a PENNY 


THE RETORT COURTEOUS. fei 
HE ACTRESS:1 despise men! All men have their price! MOTHER'S DAY. 
HE KNUT: 4 adore women—every woman has her figure! THERE’S NO PLACE LIKE HOME. 


‘PAGE 812 


2) 


No, t,-THE LEAF OF 


I MAY say that I am not hy any means an ordi- 
nary detective; lam nota woman who is at the beck 
and call of a private inquiry agent who pays me so 
much weekly for my services, because that is not 
my way of doing business. 'n the first place, I am 
the daughter of a poor baronet, my mother was the 
child of a well-known archdeacon. and at one time 
—indeed, now—! am fairly well known as a writer 
of articles in an amateur way--that is, for ladies’ 
papers only. 1 should never have rushed into print 
at all, so far as general literature is concerned, had 
it not. been for my friend, Mr. F. M, White, for it 
was he who penetrated my secret. 

We happened to be staying at the same house 
together in Surrey—I will not say whose house it 
was, but the owner is well known in Parliament. 
We were both there on a visit. and one evening after 
dinner the conversation turned upon detectives and 


TOMMY: | wish you'd buy me a microbe, pa, 
PA: Great Scott! What for? 
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< Adventures of a Lady Detective. Gg 
OH “ 
LEED) DELS SEIU 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Y 


THE IVORY CARD-CASE. 


promptly discovered and hushed up at once? I am 


certain, that Miss Barr would make 


A VERITABLE SHERLOCK HOLMES,” 

Many a bow is drawn at a venture, and one was 
drawn then. Besides being very fond of all kinds 
vi mysterious stories after the Edgar Poe school, 1 
was by no means an indifferent amateur actor, and 
on several occasions even before then (three years 
earlier) 1 had been instrumental! in solving one or 
two unpleasant little matters where friends were 
concerned. At the time spoken of I was regularly 
engaged in my profession as a lady detective. 

“How did you discover my secret?’ I asked, 
when I had an opportunity of speaking to my pre- 
sent editor alone. ‘‘ Who told you?” 

* my friend 
“When I made the remark that you were 


‘Well you told me yourself -partly,’ 
replied. 


TOMMY: ‘Cos I’ve just heard that microbes multiply rapidly, and | thought one would help me 


in my arithmetic. 


their work. It was Mr. White who first mooted the 
theory that men are proverbially deficient in tact, 
and that, so far as the aristocracy of crime was con- 
cerned, such as family scandals and that kind of 
thing, not involving any contact with the lower 
classes, women would be far better than men. 

“T don’t mean burglars and murders committed 
by drunken savages,’ he was saying. “ But 1 mean 
crimes of major or minor degree which are com- 
mitted round us every day by our own acquaint- 
ances. For instance, there is a big house-party 
here mow, and something! unpleasant, after the 
Osborne scandal type, happens. How much better 
is it for all parties concerned that the thing’ shoulda 
be kept quiet, placed in the hands of some really 
astute lady like our friend, Olga Barr, here, and 


cut out for a lady detective, 1 saw by the halt- 
amused, half-frightened look that came into your 
face that I had hit the mark. Besides. is that not 
your advertisement that appeared in the ‘Daily 
Telegraph’ for some time, ‘A lady of position un- 
dertakes the elucidation of unpleasant troubles, 
etc.’? You see, when that was inserted I was on 
the editorial staff, and I was so interested that I 
took the trouble to find out the advertiser. Have 
you ever published——” 
“Good gracious, no!’’ 
think of such’a thing.’ 
“T should,” the novelish replied, quite coolly. “1 
have been commissioned by my friend. the editor- 
proprietor of a new weekly, to obtain for him a 
novelty in the story line. Now, if you will give 


I replied. “JT shouldn’t 


uy 7, 


‘ 
me the rough notes of, say, a score of your 
periences,’ so that I can put them into shape 
publication, I will give you-—’” t took 

And the speaker named a sum that fairly of 
my breath away. My editor played carelessl¥ pe? 
his cheque-book, and with a tar-away look in ptf 
eyes gently murmured something about twe 
guineas on account. 

The next day I had ready for my temp } 
outline of a number of stories. Further thaD "sje 
need say nothing, save that the sketches, W? true’ 
exception of changed names and localities, are it 
The first story is a short one, and I have chose ry 
to show what audacity and pluck can do. pat 
future as a lady detective was assured whe? 
elucidated. 1B 

“Olga, you are quick and clever. would x? 
try and help me now?’ she, 

Miss Brandon looked up from her book- tbe 
and her friend, Mauc Rivers, were seated at 
lawn at Bathuret Park, Sir Morton Rivers P" 4g 
the rest of the guests were otherwise engaged, 


ee 
gor 


teT 


this 


Maud’s face was very piteous. and 
“You are in trouble, dear. Confide in M® 

I will see what I can do.” pot 
“TI am in awful, terrible trouble. I ae if 

tell my father or ask any man to help me, D al! 


things continue as they are going on now ~~ Jf 
go mad. It would kill my father if he knew: atts 
want you to obtain from Count Arnheim 

ivory card-case he always carries with him. tea? 


“T could really do that, of course. I coul 
it for that matter.’ cige™” 
“Indeed you could not. He uses it as @ jde 


ette case, as you know. Well, to be quite age 
that case contains something far more terrible one 
cigarettes; it holds the honour and happiness a 
who is very dear to me.”’ old 
“You allude, naturally, to your fiance, Ar 
Gregory?” gai? 
“There, how quick you are!” Mand Rivers pat 
admiringly. “It is because you are so clever Av 
I ask you to help me. Some years ago. when - 
nold was much younger, he was very wild and in 
less, so much so thet he did a very silly tb pe 
Arnheim, who professed to be hie friend whe e 
was °t Heidelberg University, discovered thet 38 
had forged the name of a companion—wh°? 4d 
away—to a cheque for £50, as he needed money: at 
at the same time he wrote to the friend sayin# 
he had done. Of course, it was all a thous". op 
piece of work, and his friend ‘would have look e 
it as a joke—indeed, he had treated Arnold in jt 
same way, and they were such chums, t0® ener 
would have been all right only, you see, the a 
man was killed in a railway accident a few iter" 
afterwards, and he never received Arnold's le pe 


which was couched in a jocund, desponding ike ov 


which, to an outsider, would have looked 
confession of guilt. You see——” Fs 

“That Arnheim was given the letter to pri’ 
kept it,” Miss Barr interrupted; “also, he ob ty fOr 
possession of the forged cheque, and is using , anf 
his own purposes. He carries it with him 
holds it in 


TERROR OVER MR. GREGORY. yard 


“You really are a wonderful girl,” tate’ 
exclaimed, “and it is exactly as you have *" ind 
It will be a terrible thing if it comes we 
Arnheim simply lives on Arnold—in fact, he in ag @ 
upon accompanying him down here. The ie oP 
count, it seems, but he has a frightful reputat! igp? 
the Continent, and at any moment a guest ¥ 
arrive here who would insist upon exposing oid? 
and, you see, I couldn’t allow him to go for » 
sake—unless, of course, I had those papers. ove 

For a moment Miss Barr turned the matter 
in her mind. , at’ 

“You shall have your papers,” she said. avd 
ever I do, take no notice. And if you oe eee 
signs of a strong friendship springing UP ~ 
the fascinating count and myself, say nothi0® od 

Count Arnheim, like most astute ecoundrel® ine 
every other kind for the matter of that, 
weak point, he was vain of himself -in evelr¥ ods 
for, as knaves will do, he imagined that ever ast 
was a fool excepting himself. And when Ol8® 4 
—who is remarkably heautiful, by the way” 
few advances towards him he respond 
alacrity. 

One afternoon, about a week later, Ole® 
tripped down towards the river which ran n 
foot of the lawn, where she knew that Ar 
awaited her. With an exaggerated air & 
ness the count handed her into the dingey- 

“My patience is rewarded,” he said, er tr 
floated down stream, where divested of bié 
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ty, “e8ted on the seat, he lounged at ease, a little 
that Olga should just then order him 
‘ip to gather a few forget-me-nots that grew 
~«. the bank. 
ty et as if I could ever forget you!” he said, 
, Lip, mbled ashore, 
‘ _, Bave a little laugh as she played with the 
A moment later the boat was in the middle 
h Nd Stream, being propelled by a skilful pair of 
* >, - the opposite shore. It was in vain that 
: on oitating count gesticulated and swore; she 
m.. Ue other side, lost in the bushes, where she 
1 a the craft and coolly proceeded homewards. 
: Ste two hours later ‘before the discomfited 
Ts a arrived at Bathurst Park. He was 
01 Coolly and distantly asaisual, but demurely 
i, °* who. handed him his blazer with a quiet 
She had not told the. rest how she had 
him, and that was something to be thankful 
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mS 
hy tt Was a sorry trick,’’ he said, with a ghastly 
'«. “I will forgive you— 
“Ay, never will,” Olga interrupted,  signiti- 
\\ te “1 think we had better have a perfec. 
om Pa tanding, Count Arnheim. If you put your 
A ‘ey your coat-pocket you will tind your ivory 
‘%p, “© missing. | have given it to Mr. Arnoia 
Aig ‘to take care of,” 
a Urse broke from the baffled adventurer’s lips. 
iq SU are clever,” he said very quietly. “But 
| «3 miore to say yet.” 
> h 4 ®8, a telegram awaits you in your room which 
‘Xk You. to town on urgent private business. 1 
4 © liberty of having that message sent to 
. _ London. It will cover your retreat, 
leg, You do not feel disposed to take things 
% . I may tell you that 1 have forwarded your 
B%.“t to the authorities of Scotland Yard, 
Se "Rougii Arnheim replied. “I am_gutlidiently 
Ay ‘er of fortune.to know when victory is in the 
Th of the enemy. 
© same night the count disappeared. 
- a! _ 
4 SX) WeeK No. 2: “THE LEAF OF THE LOST 
PAPERS.” 
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GOT HIS FOOT. 
Tey. 
; Win Well, I asked her father for her hand, 


ea Did you get it? 
* No, I got his foot. 


arr 
“ 

; wees,” he drawled to his new 
7 get vant, as he settled himself com- 


\ 


i 


cn ly in his library armchair for an 
% “dinner siesta, “‘you are to waken 
Us henever I am thirsty,” tossing 
y Scoteh whisky as he spoke. 

yy, Ut how shall I know. sir, when 
ty tte thirsty?” 

phge tha be thirsty whenever I am 
«td, of course ”’—with a look. of 
iqatured pity for the new man’s 
ty 7 
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NnetcaL APPLIANCES. 


tie OUR GOODS ARE 
ARRANTED RELIABLE. 


@ to Adults only, best value for any 
, and guarantee every article to be 
We sell the most reliable goods only. 


list of all kinds of Surgical Goods 
free to Adults only. Call or write. 


Hours: 9 a.m. till 8 p.m. 
S$ SURGICAL & DRUG STORES, 


(A. S. Dept, LTD. 
Street, Leicester Square, W.C.2. 
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| *UR LATEST NOVELTY 
},, GIVEN AWAY 


. MaRrrep or ADULT readers of the 
: ee Holiday” who write for our latest 
. Pe ist of RUBBER GOODS, WHIRLING 
Sq °¥8; ana ALL PRO-RACE and SURGI- 
Ny APPLiances, ABSOLUTELY FREE, 
tt) Blain sealed cover. WRITE NOW 
\W _ 3ErorE IT IS TOO LATE. 
‘ 
‘hy SEORGE, Ltd. (Dept. M.B.) 
2h Grose St, Leicester Sq. London, W.C2. 
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How You are Robbed 
in LOndon. 


Confessions of a Crook. 


HOW THE “RACE TALE” IS WORKED. 


THE commonest form of “can” catching is that 
which is practised on racecourses. The majority of 
men who fancy they are sportsmen are usually fly 
and suspicious up to the point, and these are the 
very men your crook loves to meet, as the crook 
knows instinctively that the fly flat will drop sooner 
or later to the possessor of superior brains. 

The ‘race tale’’ generally commences at the 
railway station. Just before ‘the race train is 
about to start the crook, accompanied by his ‘part- 
ner, will walk up and down the platform, faultlessly 
attired as a sportsman, until they have spotted, 
with the quick intuition of their class, a likely mark. 

They follow him into his carriage, sit down. as 
close to him as possible, anl as soon as the train 
starts they set to work. For a long time I followed 
this vocation along with my old friend “ Billy the 
Boy,” and this was our modus operandi. 


HOW THE TRICK‘'IS DONE. 

‘Did you get that wire from Jack Joel?” Billy 
would say to me, mentioning Mr. Joel, Lord Rose- 
bery, or some other equally famous owner. ‘ When 
you dined with him last night he promised to let 
you have the latest.’’ 

For reply I would nod in token of assent, 

“And what did he tell you for the 3.30?” 

“Hush! Not so Joud,’’ I would answer. ‘ We 
don’t want everyone backing it and sending the 
price up.” 

‘Of course.. How stupid of me,’ Billy would 
exclaim, and then he would lean over to me and 
whisper. I would whisper back to him, and Billy 
would smile with satisfaction. 

The next proceeding would be to take a roll of 
notes out of his pocket-book—they were usually 
drawn on the Bank of Engraving—count them osten- 
tatiously, and then say, ‘“ Well, now you’ve got it 
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PAGE SEVEN 


straight from Joel, I’ll have a hundred on. I sup- 
pose I'll get 25 to 1.” . 


CATCHING THE “CAN.” 

“Sure,” I would answer, while I lit a cigar. 

By this time the attention of the “mug” 
Wished to catch would be sure to be aroused. 

He naturally attempts to enter into conversation, 
but we do not seem to be at all anxious to make the 
acquaintance of strangers, 

“There are sO many racing sharps about,” 
Billy would say to me. 

“But I assure you, gentlemen, you are mis 
taken,” the ‘‘can” would say. ‘There is my card.” 

I would peruse it, apologise, and then if I felt 
on safe ground, claim acquaintanceship with his 
eldest brother, who I was at school with at Eton. 


we 


This, of course, would lead to explanations, and 
eventually, tha ice broken, we would get quite 
friendly. 


After a time the mug would pluck up courage 
and ask us point blank for Mr. Jack Joel’s tip. 


WAITING IN VAIN, 

Billy and I would look horrified. ‘‘ What, betray 
a trust by. giving a tip away and spoiling the 
market? You know very well that if a well-known 
racing man like yourself backed the horse with a 
monkey you’d make it odds on?’ 

“I’m sorry,” the youth would reply. “I wouldn’t 
do that for the world.’ I was only going to put £25 
on,” 

‘Yes, but you are so well known on the course,” 
Billy would say, “‘ perhaps the best thing would be 
if we were to back it for him. Nobody knows us. 
What do you say ” 

In twenty-nine cases out of thirty he would en. 
trust his fivers to us. 

Prior to backing Mr. Joel's tip we would go to 
the refreshment room on the -course for a drink 
and ask our friend to wait until we returned. 

He waited, alas! in vain 


0% 
JUVENILE. 


“Pa,” queried Willie the other morning while 
preparing his geography lesson, “how many mo- 
tions has the earth?” 

“TI don’t know, Willie,” replied the fond parent 
as he bound a towel soaked in ice-water about his 
throbbing brow; “ but they’re numerous—quite nu- 
merous,” 
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TOMMY: How much do you charge for shaving? 
BARBER: Sixpence, sir! 
TOMMY: And how much for a haircut? 
BARBER: One shilling, sir! 
TOMMY: Then shave my _ head! 
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MAIDEN mEDITAT! ~ 


\ Falko . 


FAMILY PHYSICIAN: If you have no faith in physic, why not try Coue, madam? 
MADAM: Because | can’t even swallow that! 
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“Hullo! I've met you before, haven't ' 
BROTHERLY LOVE. “Very likely; | work at the Zoo.” . 


q” 


NO LONGER FUNNY, 


“He proposed as a joke, and she accepted him in 
fun.” 
“But they are Married, aren’t they?’’ 
“ Oh, yes; and they have left off joking.” 
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SHE: You look so different in your bathing suit, 
| shouldn’t have known you from Adam. 

HE: And t'm sure | should have never ais. 
tinguished you from Eve. 
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OFFICE DAY DREAMS. — 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 
VALE EZLZIONS 
Will Birds Rule the World? 


INEGI LSZZLNVY-- 


Amazing Theory of Scientists that Intellectual Birds will Eventually Take the Place of Mankind on 

Earth.—Our Ideas of Angels Simply Forethought ot the Future..adam and Eve Driven from Eden by 

Angels Simply Allegorical Idea of the Future.—Are Aeroplanes the Beginning of Man's Preparation for 
the Time to Come? 


SCIENTISTS are agreed that man rules the 
world by accident, and after a long conflict with 
nature he maintains his position only by an un- 
ceasing fight against natural forces. Before man 
other animals occupied our place, and there are 
sections of the world where even now the mosquito 
is ruler, and the quaint penguin is monarch of all 
he surveys. 

George Bernard Shaw has predicted that hu- 
manity must give place, sooner or later, to a super 
race and sink back to the level of a domestic 
animal, and H. G. Wells has predicted that. the 
spider will take the place of man. 

A remarkable article by Professor C. Darwin- 
Beasley, of the University of London, deals with the 
same question, and makes the astonishing predic- 
tion that a race of super-birds will some day rule 
the world. He contends that 


THROUGH MILLIONS OF YEARS 


race after race of animals have succeeded each 
other, each being better than the last, Therefore, 
man will make a successor of a higher type. This 
may come about through any great disturbance of 
the crust of the earth, as it has many times be- 
fore. In each prior disturbance some animals have 
escaped and founded a new species of life according 
to the new surroundings. 

The great weight of the earth’s ice-caps have 
before now caused our globe to tilt over and assume 
a new position in its relation to the sun. 


THE NEXT COLOSSAL CONVULSION 


is not far off, and will most probably occur through 
the increase of ice forming in the Antartic regions. 
When that happens birds will be best fitted to, es- 
cape. Enough of them in various parts of the 
world will undoubtedJy survive to found a new and 
higher race. ( 
Remember that. birds and mammals alone have 
specialised in brains, and man and other brainy 


mammals all destroyed, the bird, having become 
the dominant being, will have to further specialise, 
as man did, through thousands of years largely in 
brain alone. 

This development is not only possible; it’ is in- 
deed the way in which nature has always worked 
her will in the world. That it would take ages to 
accomplish means nothing. The life of the whole 
human race from the time it emerged as ape man 
until today is only an instant in geological time, 
Forms perish, nature endures. 


OUR VISION OF THE ANGELS. 


a higher form of life as winged beings, is, I be- 
lieve, his clairvoyant perception of his own doom 
and the race that will follow him. All his ideas of 
future life take the form of wings. The vision is 
simply the far-seeing of humanity that confuses 
with itself the actual creature that will follow it. 
Angels, winged things, will rule the future world, 
but they will not be transformed humanity. They 
will be intellectual birde. 

In material things of today the bird-man is 
another expression of the.same thing. It is either 
that, or else it is am) instinctive or unconscious 
effort of man to prepare himself for the struggle 
when he will have to compete with this future bird 
race. The flying machine has been gradually per- 


~ fected by mastering essential details of bird flight. 


In its perfected form it is a bird mechanism com- 
bined with a human brain. 


THE COMING SUPER-RACE 


will necessarily, approximate the same thing in a 
more compact form in a single individual. Great 
powers of flight and long endurance in air, while 
the earth below is undergoing its tremendous con- 
vulgions, will be essential for survival. The birds 
which can fly the highest above the poisonous gases 
unloosed, and can encircle the globe if necessary, 
in the search for surviving food, will have the best 


AD 


SSS 


bi URCHIN: Gimme a yard of pork, mister. 
BUTCHER: Don’t seii pork by the yard, stoopid, 
URCHiN: Oo’s stoopid? 1! want three pig's teet —ain’t that a yard? 


_ earthly being available with which to found 
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chance to ultimately escape and found tbi® ce nay 
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race. Unless man can do the same thing W? 
aerial machine, he will perish just as the peast? 
beings that walk or crawl. 

But he cannot possibly by invention hop 
to accomplish survival, even in isolated ins 
during. the persistence of a world convulsion ry 
though many may escape results of minor dist le 
ances. Fuel for his mechanism would be impor ite 
to secure, His own structure is unfitted for de {0 
endurance in air, The bird alone is harde? ‘oot 
aerial indefinite endurance, and hence is tbe 
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next race. 
WHAT BIRDS WOULD SURVIVE M 


a world convulsion? It requires only @ layers 
knowledge to answer that. From the standpo! ave 
science we know that only carnivorous animal® "at 
been dominant in each age of the world, and ul 
each highest type that has arisen after each get 
sion has been a carnivore. We know that of © 9) 
ing types the birds of prey, such as condor, nd 
tures, and eagles, also storks, adjutants, "_¢ 
pelicans, have the powers of the loftiest flight, ave 
of them rising to six miles altitude. They ole ome 
great endurance in the rarefied regions of 2” wld 
phere. If any mountain tops remained they nere’ 
readily reach them. If any food existed anyy pot 
they could easily find it. Carnivorous birds are? oo 
subject to ptomaine poisoning, so far as we gost 

The next class of birds that have the 1° a 
endurance in air, far greater than of the bi or 
are the sea birds, especially the man? 


prey, me 
bird, albatross, petrels, some gulls, ete. «eno™ 
the albatross travels) immense distances W rv 


moving the wings by his wonderful power o taid? 
ing. If the conyulsion were merely a water a 7 
such as the flood, they would not know it exis” spe 
much are they at home on water, and even 1? fo" 
water itself up to certain deptha when diving 
food. 

THE BRAINY PIGEON. 


wel! 
None of these birds, however, are 5° rai? 
equipped with cerebrum in brain case as pi ie 
jJand types, which also have great endura® rai? 
flight, such as the pigeon tribe. Their better ne 
alone, however, would save many Of oro? 
since even if they were hunted by the carni¥ elk 
birds, they could escape because of superior ! 
gence. 
The super-bird\ 


: er 
of the next geographical | aot 


then. will be ficst a carnivore. He will he 8 
to no destroying ptomaines nor any of the di alt 
which cause mortality of man and other oer wil 
He will be at home at all altitudes. His flight oe 
not be limited by mere globe girdling nor ret of 
of long endurance in air. As to-day, the pire de 
prey will have dominion on land, and the ae ile 
on sea. Left alone,, with all the other anim pra? 
destroyed, they will be forced to specialise 17 
power. BP ad 
Their ultimate descendants will have co eel 
dominion on land, sea, and in air, besides bein 
clothed, 

BIRD CITIES. 


They will, as their brains increase in powe? og 
they become more and more social, build BY 
The nest will no doubt give way to habitat! +? 
great architectural beauty, just as man’s equa i 
and tree shelters still form the basis of his ela gel 
architecture of to-day. Although theyi are ent. 
clothed, they will no doubt seek further ado 
The bower bird of India ornaments his 0° ii pe 
collects beautiful stones even now. There W 
bird fashions. to pe 

Gradually a new life will cover the world, rely. 
in its turn destroyed and another race of en 
different beings take its place. 


DON’T SHOW THIS TO YOUR GIRL- 
e jot? 


According to scientific investigation, the —_ 
dients of a woman, plus water, are as follow? 
Fat enough for seven bars of soap. 
Iron enough for a medium-sized nail. 
Sugar enough to fill a sifter. tcb- 
Lime enough to whitewash a chickeD hw es: 
Phosphorus enough to make 2,000 mateht” 
Magnesium enough for a dose of magnen 
Potassium enough to explode a toy 
with luck. 
Sulphur enough to rid a dog of fleas. ook f 
This whole collection being worth less thaP 
shillings, and that at a time when things a7 
times as high as they, used to be. 
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tts is a speechies of which I ’ay’ seen a good 
© way and anutther; but there is a sort of 
at larrity about lyin’ that is so conspickewus 
there isn’t much room left fer ennything else. 
i 4 ote, this is a perfiktly deplorruble state of 
“4, ° 4nd one witch, in me own small way, I ’av 
%,, Me level best to reorganise. But it wants 
| ; tan the mere strugglin’ of one woman to rite 
8 wat’s bin goin’ on fer such a fearful time. 


Md 


—" Oo! ae ee 


WHY. HE TOLD THE TRUTH, 


-. avin child wants to be a strong one, too, and, 
q ith, ustration, a young cuzzen of mine told 

m,. always told the truth becoz it didn’t ‘urt 
3. Wee afterwerds. 

“thy 1, this Mr.Limmit is.the yung man wat cums 
9%, fer orders from the greengrocer. And ’e is 
i, Uther example of the deseption of appear- 
sty. For you never saw a more genial and 
Mey lookin’ young feller in orl yer life than 
i Ye Limmit. 

/)).’ after ’ayin’ bin aqquaintid with ’im as long 
AY’, you'd proberbly find that behind ’is ‘onnist 
"here lurked a brain of wily deseatfulness. 


THE SIMPLE LIFE. 


= Tticed it furst over the cabbidges. The misses 

a must inform you—is periiktly ixsentrick 
7% Yeetibbies. She's a veggytarian ’erself (orl- 

Dy, es of us fell away bit by bit from the 
~ 4ife). 
Aig: this James Limmit ‘ad receaved strickt 
A Mig, 1ons to orlways bring nice “’arty”’ veg- 
’ > as it was orlmost orl the misses ’ad to live 


7) 
me \ Pick ‘em out, Mr. Lilmmit,” I sed to ’im, as ’e 


ty Way one day. Of koree, I give ‘im ’is full title; 
“y, ¥as never nun of the forward mink’s tipe 


; "? a, 
ite you are, Miss Jane!” sez ’e. “Tl pick 


yet” 
hr. y shuld think ’e did, for ‘e brort, up six. 


: Vise and Otherwise. 
. N 


Drimary cause of divorce is mar- 
¢ 


All-round man should be on the 


wy Strives to keep cool; women to 
i ne the devil his due. 
Nene the devil to pay. 


Who are suspicious always find 


. y are looking for. 
Neiman’ figure, like her age, is 
Aes a doubtful quantity. 

&® woman has a train of 

he j 


s t’s apt to be an unlimited ex- 


; Ran may have a fondness for 

‘i 8, and still feel that 2 Miss is as 

hy a Mrs. 

by ity man who really deserves 
VY igs the one who doesn’t know 


wee laugh. 


thesier it is to pump a man the 


If you don’t 


is information you may get out 
W 

Ut she is generally older than 
Te bea, Man whose foolishness exceeds 
© is a certain brand of Christian 
es 


my igs worth. 
% : man may be as young as she 
. aaginks she looks. 
Very would ever attempt to stop 
». * Way tongue of a woman. 
aut 
as es that paying pew rent entitles 
hy, ® reserved seat in Heaven. 
Yate 4an who boasts of his wicked- 
the 


Seldom to be believed any more 
Mman who prates of his piety. 
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Some Men I ’Av’ Known. 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


By JANE, THE SLAVEY, 
In this issue of “‘ The Half-Holiday’’ Jane commences her criticisms of the men she has met. 


No, 1.—MR. LIMMIT, THE LIAR. 


and sed they was the finest in the shop; and wen 
I’d pruned ’em a bit, and finally boiled ’em, they 
fell in an egg-cup as cumfertubble as you please. 


TRUTH OUGHT TO BE BOTTLED. 

The man is a born liar. 

I don’t like callin’ ennybody names; 
seen such trubble hatched through lies that the 
truth seems to be something wat ort to be bottled, 
and used as an essence. 

Limmit orlways ’ad sech a lot to say, too. A 
liar’s more truthful if ’e isn’t a grate talker. But 
I spose that’s why Limmit’s got to be sech a pasv 
master in the art, for the practice ’e’s ’ad is enuf 
to make you giddy. 

You couldn’t be orf Ownin’ that ’e’s got quite a, 
way with ’im—if you saw ‘im. Of corse ”e’s only a 
youngster—a boy, really, tho’ ’e puts enuf side on 
fer the mare of a burrer. 

“You wuldn’t think I was twenty-nine, Miss’ 
Jenny, wuld you, now?” This is wat ’e akkostid me 
with one day wen I was pickin’ up the goosebrys ’e’d 
upset through tryin’ to make money and love at. the 
same time. : } 

JANE’S WISHES. 

“Leave orf!” I sez, skornfully. ‘It’s a case ot 
mistaken identity. You ain’t yer bloomin’ daddy, . 
my pore boy.” 

Well, sum’ow, ’e never seemed to take much to 
me after that: but not that I cared. For,wat I sez 
is, if friendship don’t stand the test of a joke, well, 
it ain’t the real artickle, and if you can’t. find a 
pal wat’s a nearer relashun to George Washington 
than Mr, Limmit is, then it’s just as well to take a 
turn at solitery confinement. ‘ : 

I olny ’ope the yung gentleman won’t ever git 
marrid, becoz, if ’e duz, I don’t see ’ow ’is wife will 
keep pace with ’im. 

Wat I mean is: it’s bad enuf to ’av’ a liar cum- 
min’ round with mustard and kress; but to be the 
loved and cherished owner of one is a position in 
life wat don’t ’old out no purtikewlerly intrancin’ 
indoocments to yours truly. 


but I've - 
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The Artist’s Model. 


“Tt is finished,” said the artist to the girl on the 
platform. ‘“ Your sitting is’at an end.” 

The model, a slender, willowy creature, with a 
face more attractive than handsome, walked to the: 
artist’s side, and looked at his canvas. 

“What is that?”’ she asked. 

“You, of course,” he replied 

She looked.at him with a strange expression on, 
her face. 

“But it isn’t like me,’ she stammered, ‘I am 
not so handgome; my figure is not nearly as bean- 
tiful!” 

“TI am satisfied,’”” he replied simply. 

“Oh! of course,” she stammered again, “it’s a 
matter of business, although—although I don’t want. 
any payment for my services.” | 

“And I don’t care to pay you,” he said, “ really 
I don’t. I would sooner’’—he stopped and ner- 
yously toyed with his brush. 

The girl looked at the picture again. 

“If it was like me it would be of little use to 
you; to one as great as you, my poor features are 
of little use on canvas,” 

He looked at her reproachfully. 
took the canvas and destroyed it. 

She looked at him perplexedly and wonderingly. 

“Why have you done this?’ she _ exclaimed.’ 
“That beautiful creation, the work: of months, 
destroyed in a moment. When will you paint such 
another?” ° 

“J shall paint no more pictures,” he said, 
have the greatest creation of ‘my genius left.” 

_ “May I see it?” she asked, 

“Tf you could see in my heart,” he replied, * you 
would see that greatest picture was yourself.” 

_ And of a sudden she understood and fell fainting 
in his arms. 


Suddenly he: 


“7 


o( 
DISENCHANTED, 


I stood aloof and watched the maid, 
She’d graces so disarming; 

She looked so modest, prim, and staid, 
To me she seemed most charming. 


And as I gazed, my mind afar 
On Fancy’s shop went roving. 
And crossed o’er Reason’s prosy bar 
To sweet dream-thoughts of loving. 


Alas for day-dreams here below— 
I’ve lost all faith in Rhoda; 
For as I watched, I saw her blow 

The bubbles off her soda. 
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PHYLLIS (breaking upon her mother’s pensive mood): 


trying to fly back to his ship! 


Look at the sailor 


Oh, mummy, mum my! 
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WE simply had to hang him or go back on law 
and custom and lose all our dignity as a mining- 
camp. The elder wasn’t a bad man by any means. 
He’d been a real church elder in Indiana, and he’d 
have probably heen there yet if the preacher hadn’t 
eloped with Mrs. Brown and sort o’ broke him up. 
He used to pretend he didn’t care two cents about 
it, but we knew he did. Fact is, no man’s wife can 
slide out and leave the supper-dishes unwashed and 
the children crying to be spanked and put to bed 
without being missed. 

The elder didn’t go back on religion on account 
of the mishap, but he was down on preachers like 
a ton of bricks. If he could have been turned loose 
with a hundred of them he’d have considered it a 
failure if one got away alive. ; 

He’d been with us at Strawberry Hill over six 
months when he did the killing. One day he beard 
that a preacher was down at Tomahawk Point, and 
he went down to be the death of him. The preacher 
had gone the day before, and the elder came back 
all broke up and out of sorts. A miner.named Dan 
Peppers flung out something mean, and the elder 
lost control of himself and hit him with a pickaxe 
handle and killed him on the spot. There wasn’t 
any need of a trial. A dozen men saw the killing, 
and the elder himself explained— 

“I’m guilty, of course, and thar’s no need of you 
‘wastin’ time in foolin’ round. I know the law, and 
expect you'll enforce it.” 

“Yes, we've got to hang you, of course,” said 


Judge Bebee, who was the boss of our diggings in - 


the matter of law and order, “but thar’s no great 
rush about it. Let’s see, today is Tuesday. How 
would you like to be hung along about Friday or 
Saturday, elder Friday’s the regular hanging-day, 
but we kin jest as well wait till Saturday afternoon. 
I never did believe in rushin’ such things.” 

“JT don’t see no object in waitin’,” replied the 
elder, as he put his coffee-pot on the fire in front 
of his shanty. ‘As long as I’ve got to hang I 
might as well go ter-morrer. I don’t like to hev 
things on my mind to worry over.” 


— 
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“TI know, elder—I know just how you feel,’’ con- 
tinued the judge, “and yit we mustn’t hurry. We 
don’t want to string you up like one would drive a 
hog outer the garden. If you kin git ready by 
Saturday that'll do for us.” 

The elder growled about the delay, but finallp 
agreed upon the day, and two men were detailed 
to guard him in his shanty. 
fairly well until Thursday morning, when he sent 
for the judge and said: 

‘“‘Look here, judge, I don’t want to be low lived, 
but I ain’t goin’ to stand this any longer. I want 
to be hanged this afternoon ’ 

‘““Why, bless you, we agreed on Saturday!” 

“I know it; but I ain't takin’ a bit of comfort 
over this. Bein’ as I’m the one to be hung, I think 
I orter hev my say about it.’ 

“Yes, it does appear kinder that way. I'll blow 
the horn and get the boys up and see what they 
say.” 

We were all called in and the case stated, and a 
vote was taken as to whether we should knock off 
work to oblige the elder. ‘The motion was carried 
by nine majority, and the judge returned to the 
shanty to say: 

“Elder, it gives me unalloyed pleasure to inform 
you that you are to be hung this afternoon at two 
o'clock,” 

“Thanks!’’ replied the elder. 
always a little slow. Get 
you kin.” 

“T’'ll do my purtiest, elder, and now you'd better 
prepar’ fur your journey. You're goin’ over the 
divide, and you’ll never return.” 

At exactly two o'clock the elder was standing 
on the head of a pork-barrel under a tree while @ 
rope was made fast to a limb above his head, 

“ Elder.” said the judge, after seeing everything 
in order, ‘‘the boys are expecting a speech from 
you on this auspicious occasion.” 

“I’ve got nothin’ to say,” he replied. 
gone my buttons, but I’m glad I’m goin’!”’ 

“Don’t be in no rush, elder, lots of time to turn 


“Our boys are 
7em around on time if 
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He kept his patience _ 
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; m4 
around in, If you want to talk we'll givé ¥° 0S" 
hour or two. It'll break the afternoon for : 
how, you know.” 

“Tm no talker; me 
‘“‘Wall, elder, it’s only nateral you’d be 
outer sorts under the sarcumstances, and we: 
keep you any longer. Good-bye to you! A gost 
There was a rope fast to the barre fl. i 
men pulled on it, and the elder was swuDS , sud? Z 
died easy, and that evening, after the purla 
Bebee observed: yer a 
“TI don’t want to seem sapshus and Sal ¥ ; 
tickler, but it does appear to me after the if oo? 
humoured that feller he orter hev spread nies?’ oat “ 
speech. It’s,the last time I'll put mys 
hang a man-two days ahead of time.” 
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THE HALF-HOLIDAY 


will appear in a NEW and 
IMPROVED FoR™. Thef? 
will be New Special Featute™- 
Splendid Pictures and Sto 
that will amaze you. 


TELL YOUR FRIENDS 
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SHE (to convalescent officer going to Buxton for the waters): And you promise not to encouras® 
girls? 


any 


HE: How silly of you; the water acts on the |iver, not on the heart. 
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AUTHOR: There’s a conspiracy of silence about my new book, What should | do? 
FRIEND: Join it, my boy, join it! 
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What to teli your Partner When you Jazz. i 


/ YOU MAY BET SHE WON’T KNOW THEM, 


MUCH ink is at present, being spilt on the 
more or less absorbing topic of the jazz. As 
popular as jazz music and dancing is in this 
country, in America it is doubly a craze, and quite 
long controversies are being waged in musical cir- 
cles as to who really is the inventor of this synco- 
pated style of musical expressions. 

A musician says: 

“As head of a research bureau 1 haye delved 
deeply into the folk lore of the African west coast, 
the Mississippi delta, the Barbary coast, and the 
Chicago underworld on the trail of the jazz. 


BLIND BOY’S SPASM BAND, 


“Twenty years ago a blind” newsboy of New 
Orleans, known as ‘Stale Bread,’ mastered a few 
‘blues’ and ‘hesitations,’ and, acquiring a fiddle, 
set out to play his way into local fame on the street 
corners. He collected crowds and sold papers. One 
by one other newsboys with. an ear for exotia 
rhythms and barbaric chords joined him, until he 
had a band of five motley musicians, which he chris- 
tened ‘Stale Bread’s Spasm Band,’ to the delight 
of New Orleans. whose. inhabitants still consider 
‘spasm music,’ a more pictorial and satisfying term 
than ‘ jazz music.’ > 


JAZZ LEADERS. 


“Tt was Raymond Lopez who first muted his 
cornet with a Derby hat, and Tom Brown, of New 
Orleans, was the pioneer in using his hat on his 
trombone for effects. Jugs were tried by coloured 


jazz artistes, but werd never | adopted by white’ 


musicians. The slouchy jazz musician gets eflects 
with a squealing saxiphone and by playing off key. 
The three great clarionet players of jazz are 
‘Yellow’ Nunez; Gus Mueller (he can play jazz in 
any key); and Lawrence Shields, of the Dixieland 
Jazz Band. ‘Yellow’ Nunez is the only man who 
can take his clarionet to pieces down to the mouth- 
piece and keep up with the band. 


FOND MOTHER: Just took at the quantities of stones, dearie, all worn so round and smooth by the 


sea-Waves. 


ORIGIN OF JAZZ, 


“ Bert Kelly is the jazz pioneer of the Mason- 
Dixon line. He knows more about jazz than any 
man living outside of the famous jazz professor ot 
New Orleans, John Spriccio, the veteran violinist. 

“Old John Spriccio, of New Orleans, knows all 
the music of the darkies. He is responsible for jazz 
melodies, and Bert Kelly originated the jazz band. 

“In 1917 the Original Dixieland Jazz Band was 
the first New Orleans band to use the term, while 
Bert Kelly used it in 1915, . Bert Kelly had about 
twenty orchestras known as Bert Kelly’s Jazz Band, 
and when the Dixieland arrived they adopted their 
name of ‘Original Dixieland Jazz Band.’”’ 

So much for the origin of this weird dance 


‘music, but for real tribute to the jazz we have to 


seek even farther! Here. in the cold columns ot 
the “ Kolnische Zeitung,” the pioneer of Kultur, we 
can read this doxology to jazz:— 


AN EXPRESSION OF “KULTUR’'? . 


“Jazz is a philosophy of the world, and there- 
fore to be taken seriously. Jazz is the expression 
of a Kultur epoch, the result crowned circle of psy- 


_chical primitive movements seeking for a redeeming 


form, and this ig especially the case with respect 
to music. Jazz is. therefore. a musical revelation, 
a religion, a philosophy of the world, just like ex- 
pressionism and impressionism. These, howeyer, 
are mere bits of things; jazzism is the whole busi- 
ness. It is the higher unity, It’s not a putting 
together, it’s a tearing apart. It’s not a solution, 
it’s resolution. It’s simply analysis gone mad. In 
jazzism you get careless of law—anarchy. 


MUSICAL BOLSHEVISM, 


It is the denial of all musical syntax and style, 
probably also of musical orthography, which you 
can’t find in jazzism at all. It is subversion of all 
measures of sound and time. It is anti, anti, anti 
—anti-Wagner, anti-Strauss, anti-Reger, anti- 
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DEARIE: Yes, and not a blessed thing to throw them at, 


ws ah 
JULY * 
‘ — 
Debussy. It is also musical Bolshevism” coer? eC 
Phew! What a wealth of wordiness © ‘4 ,cot 7 
a “Shimmy Shake”! What an expressiv® |, yet 
tion of a howling mob of noise-mad nes? fe e 
us bite off another chunk :— nd jp A 
“Music to-day ia a democratic art, pera \ 


viol. There was only one requirement f0F ” pou! Ney 
—you must play in the same key as your 2@ to, 
JAZZ MANKIND'S ‘REDEMPTION: wor 
“'Phat’s ‘harmony.’ But—that is not thor ot —— 
democratic. So °jazz does away with such © is oi tr, 
of an outworh past, and Jet’s éach one play f 
-key. Consequently harmony is as supe? jo8i"s 
rhythm and melody. And so jazz is « 
development and completion of an idea it's i 44 
called to introduce a new and better 28€° | yoy, Ae Qu 
last word in Kultur. There’s nothing pew 0°" 
thing beyond! Yes, but—perhaps the W tae 
of evolution ig turned about, and suddenly ~ pi 
tion, torpidity, the ice-box! Or, finally, ree , ec 
to the old order. 3 pot” a PRi 
“Tf it ever comes to the point when 0 ust a 
salvation depends on work, a course in ja?” is wo 
taken. So! Jazz is no amusement. Saas ob ay 
Therefore, jazz is mankind’s redemption’ ab? PL, 
So now, dear patient reader, you know a 
it. 
t stat 
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A CONCESSION. a) tr 
FW Ra » o 0 
One day a doctor was visiting the howe on 
very fussy lady whose daughter was il “the”? ne 
taken into the drawing-room by the ™ xed, ~~ 
brought out a long sheet of paper, and a Ney 
following questions: , 
“May my daughter have sausages?” o 
‘‘No,” said the doctor, “I’m afraid pe 4a¥ 
. “May she have sausages with their gkt a ~ 
off?” ro) 
“No! Sausages are too heavy,” w2s th . ly 
“May she have the gravy?” s 
“No! She may not have the gravy. oo 
‘“May she have them boiled?” ight of | Ma, 
“No!” answered the doctor, with a b! he p bag 
“But I will tell you what she can have", st ttre 
have the door open while they are cookin® ad? 
The next day another doctor's carriage 
side the house. ! bp | 
iol --— e y : 
Calder: Your office is as pot 1 


' | oven, 
Merchant: 
make my daily bread here, 
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Loss of Nerve Power, etc. 
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the Special Extra Strong 12s. Pe 
take effect in a few minates. 
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(Opposite Daly's Theat 


Rig 
Business Hours 9 a.m. till 8 P 


SURGICAL APPLIAN 


sari 
Our 1923 Illustrated Catalogue = Boe go 
Appliances, Belts, Syringes, 
Trusses, Suspensory Bandages ripsio® ore” 


Surgical Goods of every dese 
FREE to any part of the world 2 ee! noe? f 
SURGIGAL APPLIAN wi) ] 


re = 
We supply the best value for any eon, i | 
by return of post. All custome” ite oe! 
repeat orders. Ladies may avje™ 
Manageress for advice on all 8 
or write— 


“THE HALF-HOLIDAY ” AMUSEMENT GUIDE, 


Advertising Rates -- Six Lines Five Shillings. 


a 
: ALHAMBRA. GRAND VARIETIES. 
of Daily, 2.80, 6.10, and 8.45, 
oe Programme changed weekly. 
es, ba. to 9d., plus tax. 3 Gerr. 5064, 
OLiscum. Gerr. 7540, 
Js GRAND VARIETIES. : 
ae Twice Daily, 2.30 and 7.45, 


Nightly, 8.30; Tues., Thura., Sat.,. 2.80. 
Charles Hawtrey 
in 
JACK STRAW, 


-SRITERION. 


UKE OF YORK’S. 
ELIZA COMES TO STAY. 
Evenings, 8.30; Mat., Thurs. and Sat., 2,30. 
a 
RINCE OF WALES. Anglo-American Joke, 
SO THIS IS LONDON. 
Evenings 8,30, Mat., Wed., Thurs. 2.30 


Gerr. 618. 


Nightly 8.30. Thurs., Sat. 2.30 
Gladys Cooper in 


~ MAGDAR, 


PICTURE THEATRES. 


ap 
LAYHousE. 


4 
gf TOLL picTURE THEATRE, Kingeway. 
2 a Daily, 1.45 to 10,30 (Sundays, 6 to 10.80). 
Nn 

tt 


Programme changed twice weekly. 


NEw GALLERY, Regent St. 
Continuous Daily, 2-11 (Sundays, 6-11), 
Prices, 1s, 3d. to 58. (inol.). 


oS B ' 
I the Shadow of the Sphinx 


ta (Continued from page ‘four.) 
bag” Then hissing softly, an asp starts to glide 
mt into the shadow. Now it is all clear. I 
Steh forth my hand to the reptile, 
Stop!” Iery.. ‘It is for both!” 
& Again the sharp pain in my thumb that shoots 
my arm like fire. 
* Ino-firte!”’ 
* * * * * 
Ry, omeone was bathing my face and calling my 
dy © tenderly. I opened my eyes. It was Ina— 
: wna, with the little hunting-cup in her hand. 
Xng Oh! I have been so frightened,” she exclaimed, 
hy looked at me beseechingly. “I hope that 
"rid beetle bite has not poisoned you!” 
Ua, On the contrary,” I smiled, “the pain has 
tres t entirely gone, and I would endure far 
ial suffering for this. I have waited for it so 
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AN _By-and-bye we walked together towards the 
8h Museum. She did not remind me of my 

' ise, but our steps bent in that direction, 

; %,,¥e entered and passed into the Egyptian room. 
_ hand lay tenderly upon my arm. 

tig She for whom the obelisk was built lies here,” 

Ina. 

? Whe e approached one of the glass enclosures 

Sy 2 lay a richly-decorated cartonnage and the 
i almed remains of a woman. 

4, gether we passed around to the end of the 
: - Then I could hardly refrain from crying out. 
ly, O8 a little black placard was painted in white 
ters the name: 

Ino-tirte,” 
ee looked up at me inquiringly. 

Pi, You must have heard the story,” she said. 
x is the name you spoke unconsciously.” 
hy, . Yes,” I answered, “it comes back to me now; 
is it was all so long ago, I had forgotten.” 


Jot 


4 
ie 
‘ 


A MISPLACED TRUST. 
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. Gentlemen, 1 can’t lie about the horse. He is 
_ in one eye,” said the auctioneer. 

whthe horse was soon knocked down to a citizen 
boy, ‘had been greatly struck by the auctioneer’s 
Ssty, and atter paying for the horse, he said: 
as ‘®u were honest enough to tell me this horse 
ee blind in one eye. Js there any other defect?” 
%,.,res, sir, there is. He is blind in the other 


bi} 


.’ *Was.the prompt reply. 
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Counsels Opinion. 


NEVER TRUST A LAWYER. 


““WHAT the deuce am I to do?” 

“What’s wrong row?” 

“I’m in a deyil of a hole. I am engaged to two 
girls already, and am in love with a third.” 

Jack Reardon laughed, 

“What a chap you are! That means two breach 
of promise actions and a jilting, I should imagine.” 

“Stow your chaff and suggest a remedy, if you 
can,” Duke Manders said sulkily. 

“But, my dear chap—really—it’s such a hole that 
I hardly——” 

“Come, now, a clever lawyer like you must 
surely be able to propose something.” 

“Proposals are more in your line than mine, 
apparently.” 

“Oh! if you are going to guy the whole 
thing——” 

“No, I’m not; don’t cut up rusty. Let me 
think a bit. By the way, you have not told me the 
ladies’ names yet.’’ 

“The two I am engaged to are Ethel May- 
nard——” 

““Humph! she will give trouble.” 

“IT know, and Lily Stevens.” 

“You might manage her—make her jealous. 
And the third?” 

“The one I want to marry is Violet Flower.” 

“The deuce!” 

Jack Reardon repressed the exclamation almost 
before it had left his lips, but Duke remarked it. 

“You know her?’ 

“T have seen her once or twice,’ Jack said 
evasively. 

There was a short silence, and then Duke asked: 

“Oan’t you advise something?” 

“Not just at this moment. Give me a day or 
two to think it over. But I think your best plan 
would be to disappear for a time, and try if things 
won’t blow over. Go away, write guardedly at first, 
then more coldly, and finally stop all correspond- 
ence.” 

“That would take such a beastly long time, I 
shan’t do that if I can help it,” 

But the days which passed brought no solution 
to the problem, and Jack grew more and more 
harassed as they went slowly by. 

Most men find it difficult to please one fiancee, 
but when there are two, each exacting, jealous, and 
fond, and a third, who is shy, diffident, and expec- 
tant, the problem becomes somewhat perplexing.’ 

His days and hours were mapped out with the 
most careful exactitude lest his engagements sheuld 
clash and his perfidy be exposed, and when, at the 
end of a week, Reardon again made his appearance, 
Duke was glad to take any advice and follow it. 


Pre-paid Smali Advertisements. 
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permitted, and the publishers reserve the right 
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is Two Shillings and Sixpence, 


J. B. WEDGE (Established 1800), Manufacturers . 
of Van and Lorry Sheets and Tarpaulins, Water- 
proof Clothing. Marquees and ‘Tents on Hire. 
Tackle, Ropea and Twines, Inside and Outside 
Blinds, Scenery Canvas and Stage Oloths, Gauze 
Business Signs, Mate and Matting, Banners, Deoors- 
tions and Flags of All Nations.—Note the Address- 
288, Walworth Read, London, 8.E.17. Telephone: 
4lop 1015. 


BE HEALTHY AND STRONG.—Use Wareham’s 
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PAGE FIFTEEN 


_“Go away—go away!’’ Reardon said. ‘That is 
really the best suggestion I can make, and I’ll try 


. and settle matters as well as I can for you.” 


“Only get me out of this muddle, and I shall be 
eternally grateful,’’ Duke said fervently. ‘This is 
the last time I shall get myself into such a beastly 
hole. Once clear of those two, and I’ll marry Violet 
and settle down.” 

Jack smiled, but said nothing, and next day 
Duke started on his enforced exile. 

The weeks passed, and except for a short note 
from Jack telling him that he was doing his best, 
Duke heard nothing delinite until one morning a 
letter was brought him. It was from Jack, and as 
follows: 

Dear Manvers,—I have relieved you from one 
of your embarrassments by marrying Miss 
Flower, and I shall be happy to act for you in 
the two breach of promise cases which I hear 
are impending against you. Be sure I will do 
my best.—Yours to command, 

JOHN REARDON. 

And Duke swore to himself that there ways neither 
faith nor honesty nor friendship to be found in this 
world. 
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